tie formal, but she came round after we had got;
acquainted, and, when we took our departure, it
was like leaving a veritable domestic circle.

Years after we had the sequeL The baron, a
poor young nobleman, had come into a little money.
He thought to make it breed. He had an equally
poor Scotch cousin, who undertook to play hostess.
Both the Duchess and the Countess were his kins-
women. How could such a menage last?

He lost his all. What became of our fellow-
lodgers I never learned, but the venture coming to
naught, the last I heard of the beautiful high-bred
lady manager, she was serving as a stewardess on
an ocean liner, Nothing, however, could exceed the
luxury, the felicity and the good company of those
memorable three months chez I3Avenue de Cour-
celleSj Pare Monceau.

We never tried a pension again. We chose a de-
lightful hotel in the Rue de Castiglione off the Rue
de Rivoli, and remained there as fixtures until we
were reckoned the oldest inhabitants. But we never
deserted the dear old Boeuf a la Mode, which we
lived to see one of the most flourishing and popular
places in Paris.
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